IN  MEMORiAM. 
Joseph  M„  Ogden/ D.  D. 


February  i6y  1884. 


A RECORD  OF  THE 


MEMORIAL  SERVICES 

HELD  IN  THE 


PRESBYTERIAN  CHURCH,  CHATHAM,  N.  J. 


Upon  the  death  of  the 

Rev.  Joseph  M.  Ogden,  D.  D., 


Saturday,  February  i6,  .1884. 


Published  by  his  family  for  distribution  among 
his  Parishioners  and  Friends. 


wS*"' 


INTRODUCTION. 


July  23,  1884. 

On  being  requested  to  write  a few  lines  intro- 
ductory to  this  little  volume,  I instantly  recall 
the  expression  used  in  prefacing  a similar  volume 
many  years  ago.  It  was  this:  “The  lives  of  the 
good  and  great  are  the  heritage  of  the  ages; 
while  they  are  with  us  they  enrich  us  with  our 
choicest  blessings,  and  when  they  depart  from  us 
they  bequeath  us  the  still  richer  legacy  of  the 
memory  of  their  noble  deeds  and  exalted  vir- 
tues.” What  more  appropriate  comment  could 
be  made  upon  the  life  and  death  of  Dr.  Ogden  ! 
While  he  was  with  us,  whose  life  was  not  en- 
riched by  association  with  him  ! 

For  more  than  fifty  years  this  noble  and  faith- 
ful man  of  God  walked  up  and  down  these 
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streets,  visited  our  homes,  ministered  to  us  in 
our  sorrows  and  shared  with  us  our  joys,  and 
during  all  that  time  the  finger  of  calumny  was 
never  raised  against  him ; and  when  the  news 
came  that  he  had  so  suddenly  passed  forever 
away  from  us,  who  was  there  who  did  not  feel 
that  we  had  lost  a wise  counselor  and  a faithful 
friend  ! Oh,  what  a record  is  this  ! and  who  can 
measure  its  influence  on  the  generations  to 
come ! 

He  came  to  Chatham  as  a merfe  boy ; but  the 
unction  and  the  power  with  which  he  preached 
the  Word  of  God,  the  earnestness  and  sincerity 
that  marked  his  action  in  all  things,  soon  won 
him  the  esteem  and  confidence  of  the  people; 
and  from  that  day  until  the  day  of  his  death, — 
nearly  fifty- six  years, — he  commanded  the  re- 
spect and  confidence  and  esteem  of  every  citizen 
of  the  place,  irrespective  of  creed  or  condition. 

At  the  time  of  Dr.  Ogden’s  death  many 
letters  of  sympathy  and  condolence  were  re- 
ceived by  his  family,  some  of  which  were  so 
beautiful  and  touching  that  I hoped  they  might 
be  published ; but  as  that  is  not  contemplated 
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here,  I have  taken  the  liberty  to  make  the  fol- 
lowing extract  from  a letter  received  from  his 
life-long  friend  and  associate,  William  C.  Wal- 
lace, Esq.,  whose  friendship  and  support  were 
greatly  appreciated  and  enjoyed  by  Dr.  Ogden 
during  his  long  pastorate : 

“ Born  in  the  same  year  with  Dr.  Ogden,  and 
his  classmate  in  Princeton  College,  my  acquaint- 
ance, began  in  early  life,  afterward  matured  into 
the  strongest  friendship,  and  continued  more 
than  threescore  years. 

“ In  college  he  was  exemplary  for  a consistent 
Christian  life ; and  I have  been  told  by  old  inhab- 
itants of  Elizabeth, — the  home  of  his  earlier 
years, — that  he  was  even  then  prominent  in 
prayer-meetings  and  Bible-classes. 

“ Afterward,  in  making  my  residence  at  Chat- 
ham, I found  my  college  acquaintance  the  pastor 
of  the  village  church.  I soon  became  interested 
in  his  preaching,  confirmatory,  as  it  was,  of  the 
promise  of  his  college  career,  his  sermons  mani- 
festing both  thought  and  talent ; but,  as  an 
unconverted  man,  I listened  to  them  only  as 
specimens  of  a dignified  style  and  for  their  liter- 
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ary  merit.  I soon  discovered,  however,  that  the 
aim  of  the  preacher  was  not  simply  to  please,  but 
that  he  had  a further  and  higher  object  to  accom- 
plish, which  was  personal  to  his  hearers,  and 
which  I felt  demanded  of  me  a decision : whether 
I would  yield  to  him  and  the  influence  he 
brought  to  bear,  or  resist  and  withdraw.  The 
power  of  God,  working  through  his  instrumen- 
tality, brought  me  to  decide  on  the  momentous 
question  of  my  salvation.  This  personal  experi- 
ence has  made  clear  to  me  the  secret  of  Dr. 
Ogden’s  success  as  a preacher. 

“ Endowed  by  nature  with  a high  degree  of 
mental  power,  early  converted  to  Christ,  sur- 
rounded and  trained  by  religious  influences  of 
church  and  family,  educated  to  hold  very  consci- 
entious views  of  life’s  duties,  having  once  conse- 
crated himself  to  the  ministry,  the  surrender  was 
entire.  A desire  for  God’s  glory  (stronger  in 
him  than  in  any  man  I ever  knew)  was  the  ruling 
motive  of  his  life.  No  sermon  was  ever  pre- 
sented to  his  people  which  was  not  the  result  of 
careful  study  and  of  earnest  prayer. 

“Dr.  Fisher,  a well-known  and  eminent 
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divine  of  forty  years  ago,  said  to  me : ‘ Y our 
church  is  very  much  favored  in  your  pastor; 
there  is  not  a superior  sermonizer  in  your  large 
Elizabeth  Presbytery  (to  which  the  church  then 
belonged).  Let  a subject  be  given  to  its  wisest 
and  most  learned  members,  no  one  will  treat  it 
with  the  same  power  and  ability  as  Mr.  Ogden.’  ” 
The  value  of  Dr.  Ogden’s  life  and  public  ser- 
vices cannot  be  measured  in  these  pages,  but  the 
record  of  the  memorial  service,  and  the  portrait 
which  accompanies  it,  will  'be  appreciated  by 
those  who  knew  him  and  loved  him. 


ORDER  OF  BURIAL  SERVICES, 

Saturday  Morning,  February  16th,  1884. 


After  a brief  service  at  the  house  and  a prayer 
by  Rev.  Oliver  Crane,  D.  D.,  the  procession,  led 
by  the  ministers  of  the  Presbytery,  moved  to  the 
church,  which  was  tastefully  decorated  in  mourn- 
ing. 

After  an  anthem  by  the  choir.  Rev.  Wm.  H. 
Kirk,  of  Orange,  led  in  the  prayer  of  invocation, 
and  the  addresses  followed  in  the  order  printed 
in  this  book. 

His  four  sons  carried  the  body  to  its  last  rest- 
ing place  in  the  Cemetery  on  the  hillside  over- 
looking the  beautiful  valley  of  the  Passaic,  where 
he  had  labored  more  than  half  a century.  A 
beautiful  tablet  of  white  marble,  appropriately 
inscribed  to  his  memory,  has  been  placed  in  the 
church  by  his  people. 


ADDRESS 


BY  THE 

PASTOR,  REV.  J.  B.  BEAUMONT. 


IN  Elizabeth,  N.  J.,  Sept.  4,  1804,  there  was 
born  of  Christian  parentage,  among  other 
children,  a son,  whom  they  named  Joseph  M. 

He  early  became  the  subject  of  Divine  grace, 
and  was  given  to  the  Christian  ministry. 

Pursuing  his  classical  studies  in  his  native 
town,  he  entered  the  college  at  Princeton,  N.  ]., 
at  the  age  of  sixteen,  and  graduated  at  eighteen 
years  of  age.  The  next  three  years  were  spent  in 
the  Theological  Seminary  in  the  same  town,  when 
he  entered  upon  the  work  of  the  Christian  min- 
istry, under  the  direction  of  the  Board  of  Domes- 
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tic  Missions,  in  the  Wyoming  Valley-  of  Penn- 
sylvania, having  Wilkesbarre  for  a centre,  and 
traveling  from  place  to  place  on  horseback  over 
vast  fields  of  coal  as  yet  all  unknown.- 

After  two  years  thus  spent  his  name  appears 
in  the  first  part  of  the  large  book  of  records  of 
the  session  of  the  village  Presbyterian  Church 
of  Chatham,  N.  J.,  June  28,  1828,  and  he  was 
installed  its  first  pastor  in  the  autumn  of  the 
same  year. 

It  was  under  his  pastorate  that  this  church 
edifice  was  erected,  and  afterward  also  enlarged, 
and  for  his  occupancy  was  the  present  parsonage 
built. 

In  the  autumn  of  1873  his  name  disappears 
from  the  records  of  the  session,  as  acting  pastor. 

For  forty-five  years  he  served  this  Church 
with  ability,  devotion,  patience,  and  fidelity, — 
characteristics  which  have  attached  to  him  during 
the  years  of  his  retirement. 

For  fifty-six  years  he  has  passed  in  and  out 
before  this  people  in  such  a way  that  his  name 
here  bears  sweet  Christian  perfume, — univer- 
sally revered,  gratefully  remembered. 
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Others  with  whom  I am  to  share  the  hour 
devoted  to  these  services,  will  speak  of  him  as 
they  have  known  him  in  other  days  and  rela- 
tions. It  is  mine  to  speak  of  him  as  I have 
known  him  for  scarcely  two  and  a-half  years  last 
past.  To  me  he  was  as  a father  in  Israel; 
strong  in  faith,  pure  in  life,  able  in  prayer, 
clear  in  the  Word,  humble  in  spirit,  devoted  in 
love,  earnest  in  desire. 

He  has  been  wont  to  intimate  that  he  leaned 
on  me ; I have  found  that  I leaned  on  him.  A 
weekly  visitor  at  the  parsonage  where  for  so 
many  eventful  years  he  made  his  home,  he  had 
endeared  himself  to  us  all.  The  relations  be- 
tween us  were  to  me  a constant  delight.  He 
seemed  my  pastor  verily  as  he  was  yours.  The 
children  loved  him ; the  Church  honored  and 
revered  him ; the  world  respected  him.  His  was 
a beautiful  old  age ; and  yet  he  ^seemed  not  old, 
who  kept  abreast  of  the  times  of  both  Church 
and  State.  The  evening  of  Tuesday  was  spent 
reading  current  events.  He  rested  well  through 
the  night;  arose  Wednesday  morning,  dressed, 
breakfasted,  conducted  the  usual  family  devo- 
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tions ; a little  after  complained  of  nausea ; then 
came  a fullness  of  blood  in  the  head,  he  sank  to 
the  floor,  and  was  gone. 

“ Death  did  not  seem 
So  much  even  as  the  lifting  of  a latch, 

Only  a step  into  the  open  air, 

Out  of  a tent  already  luminous 

With  light,  which  shone  through  its 
Transparent  walls.” 

The  process  of  dying  he  had  somewhat 
dreaded  was  passed,  and  he  knew  it  not, — so 
mercifully  did  God  take  him  under  the  very  min- 
istries of  wifely  affection  and  filial  love.  As  I 
bent  over  him  there  would  come  the  words, 
“ And  Enoch  walked  with  God  : and  he  was  not ; 
for  God  took  him,” — so  suddenly  came  the  mes- 
sage, and  so  quickly  was  the  call  obeyed. 

“ No  earthly  clinging, 

No  lingering  gaze. 

No  strife  at  parting. 

No  sore  amaze  ; 

But  sweetly,  gently. 

He  passed  away. 

From  the  world’s  dim  twilight 
To  endless  day.” 
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In  the  full  possession  of  his  faculties,  engaging 
in  the  usual  daily  round,  when  God  called  his 
faithful  and  true  servant;  and  the  obedient  ser- 
vant instantly  answered,  and  the  beautiful  earthly 
home  with  its  endearments  and  ministries  of 
love  was  exchanged  for  the  mansion  in  Heaven, 
the  arms  of  Jesus,  the  reunion  of  friends,  and  the 
hallowed  associations  of  those  “who  had  washed 
their  robes  and  made  them  white  in  the  blood  of 
the  Lamb.” 

Less  than  a week  before  his  death,  while 
spending  an  hour  with  him,  he  showed  me  a lit- 
tle volume,  entitled  “Twelve  Views  of  Heaven,” 
remarking  that  he  had  just  read  it  with  great 
pleasure  and  profit,  and  desired  that  I should 
take  it  and  read  it  also. 

He  has  already  had  views  of  Heaven,  my 
brethren  and  friends,  such  as  you  and  I have  not 
had  who  tarry  in  the  Church  militant.  He  is 
safely  gathered  into  the  Church  triumphant. 
His  was  a life  of  great  usefulness.  A ministry 
and  pastorate  of  so  many  years  falls  to  the  lot  of 
but  few.  His  was  a most  peaceful  and  happy 
death. 
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The  whole  community  mourns  his  departure, 
while  rejoicing  at  his  full  deliverance.  Yonder 
flag  at  half-mast,  and  all  the  business  places  closed 
at  this  hour  testify  to  the  universal  esteem  in  which 
he  was  held.  He  was  like  a shock  of  corn  fully 
ripe,  and  quickly  gathered  by  the  great  Har- 
vester. He  was  one  to  be  missed  everywhere, 
— missed  in  the  Presbytery  which  he  loved  and 
honored ; missed  in  the  Church  ; missed  from  the 
pulpit,  yonder  pew,  the  chair  at  the  Lord’s  table, 
but,  most  of  all,  from  his  own  home-flreside  and 
family  altar. 

His  whole  immediate  family  survive  him.  Na- 
ture has  asserted  her  law,  and  the  eldest  has  gone. 
With  tenderest  affection  and  honest  satisfaction 
do  these  four  loyal,  loving  sons  carry  the  remains 
of  a fond  and  faithful  father  to  his  burial,  followed 
by  the  loving  and  true  wife,  the  endeared  and 
only  daughter,  with  other  relations,  and  this 
large  circle  of  sympathizing  friends. 

“The  work  which  he  has  done  upon  human 
hearts  is  as  imperishable  as  his  own  immortality 
in  God.” 


ADDRESS  OF  REV.  DR.  AIRMAN. 


T the  close  of  many  human  lives,  we  wonder 


at  what  seems  to  be  their  incompleteness, 
their  fragmentary  look.  Why  should  a babe  be 
born,  give  a cry  or  two,  and,  with  no  outlook 
upon  this  life,  expire?  A young  mother  dies, 
leaving  her  infant  to  the  care  of  others ; and  we 
ask  why  could  she  not  have  the  guidance  of  the 
child  she  has  borne.  A father  or  mother  is 
taken  away,  leaving  a family  of  children  unpro- 
vided for  in  a cold  world,  and  there  is  nothing  to 
do  but  to  leave  it  to  the  wisdom  of  God.  A man 
of  power  and  promise,  with  great  intrustments 
upon  him,  dies  just  on  the  eve  of  some  achieve- 
ment for  which  he  seems  to  have  been  raised  up, 
— dies  on  the  very  threshold  of  his  unfinished 
work ; nothing  seems  more  strange.  Such  lives 
look  fragmentary,  and  they  are  very  numerous. 
Indeed,  we  may  almx>st  say  that  such  are  the 
majority  of  human  lives. 
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It  is,  therefore,  with  peculiar  gratitude  that  we 
are  sometimes  called  to  look  at  a life  which  ap- 
pears to  be  complete,  so  far  as  anything  in  this 
present  world  can  ever  be  complete.  Before  us 
lies  the  body  of  a well-beloved  man,  whose  time 
to  die  had  come.  In  a good  old  age, — having 
long  dwelt  among  his  own  people,  the  first  pas- 
tor of  his  flock  which  he  had  shepherded  for 
half  a century,  in  a community  which  had  grown 
up  around  him,  and  had  become  familiar  with  his 
form  and  walk,  where  his  words  had  become  les- 
sons to  three  generations  and  his  influence  per- 
vasive as  an  atmosphere, — at  the  end  of  all  this 
he  dies.  He  had  no  more  sermons  to  prepare, 
no  more  pastoral  visits  to  make,  no  more  mes- 
sages to  deliver  as  an  ambassador  for  Christ ; 
nothing  to  do  as  a minister  of  the  Cross  but  to 
leave  with  the  Master  who  had  commissioned 
him,  the  results  of  his  work,  and  to  await  the 
audit  and  the  approval.  Does  not  this  life  ap- 
pear complete  ? 

His  family  was  unbroken  by  death,  and  were 
all  with  him, — the  children  and  the  grand-chil- 
dren ; and  although  always  looking  up  to  him  for 
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example,  yet  having  no  need  of  his  further  guid- 
ance. His  mental  faculties  unimpaired,  his  phys- 
ical health  good,  his  years  nearly  fourscore,  he 
was  spared  many  of  the  painful  experiences  of 
old  age. 

And  when  he  dies,  how  divinely  well  the  mode 
of  it  is  ordered  ! In  a moment,  without  trepida- 
tion, without  anguish,  he  passes  out  of  this  life, 
and  finds  himself  in  the  unseen  world.  He  was 
not  found,  because  God  had  translated  him ; for, 
before  his  translation,  he  had  this  testimony  that 
he  pleased  God. 

We  are  not  in  this  house,  therefore,  to  lament 
over  an  untimely  death  or  an  unfinished  career. 
A broken  column  would  not  be  the  fitting  mon- 
ument upon  the  grave  of  Joseph  M.  Ogden  : 
there  is  nothing  fragmentary  in  such  a life  as 
his.  This  large  gathering  has  met,  in  sympathy, 
indeed,  with  his  bereaved  fan;iily ; and  yet  not  so 
much  to  mourn  as  to  unite  in  gratitude  to  God, 
who  spared  his  servant  so  long,  to  spirits  of  just 
men  made  perfect ; and  with  them  he  has  come 
unto  Mount  Zion,  and  to  the  City  of  the  living 
God,  and  the  heavenly  Jerusalem,  and  to  Jesus, 
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the  Mediator  of  the  new  Covenant.  Thanks, 
therefore,  be  to  God,  who  gave  to  his  servant 
such  a life  and  such  a death,  and  to  us  such 
memories  of  a departed  father  and  friend. 


ADDRESS  OF  REV.  DR.  IRVING. 


An  old  writer  mentions  it  as  a mark  of  special 
wisdom  for  a Christian  to  do  worthily  at 
Bethlehem;  that  is,  to  fill  up  the  station,  what- 
ever it  may  be  in  which  the  providence  of  God 
placed  him,  with  steadfastness,  credit,  and 
honor.  The  positiop  may  be  an  humble  one ; 
the  place  may  be  unheralded  among  the  great 
ones  of  earth,  and  the  sphere- of  his  labors  may 
be  unknown  to  the  mass,  or  be  recognized 
only  by  the  few ; but  if  “a  little  one  among  the 
thousands  of  Judah,”  the  grander  the  service  and 
the  nobler  the  trust  to  stand  in  his  lot  and  do 
battle  for  his  Master.  Some  are  unwilling  thus 
to  be  hid,  but  there  has  been,  and  there  is, 
a class  in  the  Church  satisfied  to  be  where  duty 
seems  the  clearest  and  the  voice  of  God  is  heard 
the  loudest.  There  are  men  of  earnest  faith, 
good  judgment,  self-knowledge,  and  unconquer- 
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able  fidelity,  willing  to  be  anything  if  the  Lord 
is  but  honored  and  souls  saved.  These  work 
quickly,  steadily,  assiduously,  and  they  accom- 
plish much  real  and  permanent  good.  They 
impress  lives ; they  form  character ; they  bring 
truth  into  contact  with  immortal  souls ; they  pre- 
pare men  for  the  kingdom,  and  guide  many  in 
the  way  of  righteousness  and  of  eternal  blessed- 
ness. Among  this  honorable  class  stood  our 
departed  friend,  and  whose  removal  from  the 
former  scene  of  his  labors  and  his  beloved  home 
brings  us  together  to-day.  We  realize  that 
another  place  is  vacant,  and  that  there  is  a trans- 
fer from  earth  to  glory  of  one  who  toiled  long  to 
win  souls  to  Christ,  and  to  benefit  the  race  by 
his  gentle  ministry,  his  consistent  example,  and 
his  thorough  devotion.  If  these  made  him  great 
they  made  his  life,  however,  one  of  uniformity, 
peacefulness  and  quietness,  so  that  there  is  but 
little  to  lay  hold  of  on  an  occasion  like  this,  and 
hold  up  to  the  admiration  of  others,  of  that  which 
is  marked  peculiar  and  striking.  His  was  a round- 
ed life  and  his  was  a rounded  character,  each  part 
finely  adjusted  and  so  arranged  that  there  was 
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no  noise  in  his  movements,  no  bustle  in  his  ef- 
forts and  no  demonstration  in  his  services.  He 
did  his  duty  year  by  year  so  quietly  and  gently, 
that  when  he  came  to  resign  his  charge  and  enjoy 
his  well-earned  rest,  it  was  as  if  he  were  but  en- 
tering on  his  life  work,  and  that  a great  labor  was 
before  him  to  prosecute  and  complete. 

It  is  almost  thirty  years  since  I first  knew  him 
and  became  his  neighbor.  He  was  my  nearest 
co-presbyter,  and  from  that  day  till  his  depart- 
ure to  a better  country  our  relations  were  pleas- 
ant, and  at  times  close  and  intimate.  Then,  I 
may  say,  he  was  in  his  prime  as  a preacher,  and 
what  that  preaching  was,  not  a few  here  can  tes- 
tify. I have  heard  some  of  the  ablest  men  of  my 
own  flock,  as  well  as  others  say  who  were  as 
capable  of  judging,  that  he  was  one  of  the  ablest 
sermonizers  in  the  old  Presbytery  of  Elizabeth 
and  in  that  of  Passaic.  His  sermons  were  not 
ornate  or  studded  with  brilliant  points,  but  they 
were  ever  freighted  with  the  richest  truth  con- 
taining the  very  marrow  of  the  Gospel.  They 
were  not  made  up  of  patchwork.  He  never 
sought  to  conceal  truth,  or  to  present  it  in  such 
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a form,  as  to  be  misunderstood  or  place  it  in  false 
settings.  It  was  a pleasure  to  listen  to  his  un- 
foldings of  the  subject-matter  of  his  text.  He 
went  down  to  the  roots,  and  he  sought  to  give 
the  mind  of  the  Spirit  as  to  every  duty.  He 
preached  according  to  the  truth.  He  realized 
what  he  preached;  he  loved  to  speak  for  the 
Master,  and  was  comforted  by  what  he  uttered. 

It  is  some  fifty-  six  years  since  he  felt  the  hands 
bf  the  Presbytery  laid  upon  him  and  received  the 
charge,  “ Be“'thou“  faithful  unto  death;”  and  in 
looking  over  hi's  life  from  my  stand-point  and 
knowledge  of  him,^ — no  word  so  vividly  portrays 
his  course,  and  is  so  descriptive  of  his  ministry, 
as  that  one, — faithful  fiddity  marked  his  whole 
career.  The  trust  committed  to  him  by  others 
was  rigidly  performed,  the  trust  for  others  was 
as  carefully  fulfilled,  and  the  duties  growing  out 
of  his  official  position  and  his  relations  to  all 
with  whom  he  came  in  contact  were  never  neg- 
lected. He  never  seemed  to  lose  sight  of  the 
fact  that  he  was  an  ambassador  for  Christ,  and 
that  he  was  his  representative  to  others.  This 
was  not  assumed  : it  was  natural.  This  led  him 
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to  take  high  ground  for  the  ministry,  both  in  the 
pulpit  and  on  the  floor  of  Presbytery.  He  often 
lamented  loose  views  on  this  subject,  which 
weakened  the  power  of  the  pastor  as  a teacher 
and  spiritual  guide.  It  has  been  assigned  to  me 
to  speak  of  his  fidelity  to  his  Presbytery ; and 
yet  I must  refer  to  how  he  watched  over  you, 
sought  your  good,  ministered  to  your  necessi- 
ties, fed  you  with  heavenly  food,  pleaded  with 
you,  rejoiced  with  you  in  your  joys  and  sympa- 
thized with  you  in  your  sorrow.  Many  of  you 
he  baptized,  some  of  you  he  married,  not  a few 
of  you  he  received  into  full  membership  with  the 
Church.  You  can  then  recall  his  interest  in 
you : how  he  followed  you  with  his  prayers,  how 
earnest  were  his  endeavors  to  bring  you  to 
Christ,  and  how  he  welcomed  you  into  the  com- 
munion of  saints.  He  is  gone  from  your  sight ; 
from  this  church  he  loved  so  well ; from  this 
pulpit,  where  he  spoke  so  often,  so  tenderly, 
persuasively,  and  affectionately  God’s  own  mes- 
sage ; from  these  pews,  where  he  was  privileged 
to  sit  and  listen  to  his  successors.  And  on  his 
loved  countenance  you  will  no  more  gaze  ; that 


form,  so  long  identified  with  this  church  and 
town,  will  never  be  seen  moving  among  you; 
but  you  shall  meet  again ; and  of  how  many  will 
he  say,  “Ye  are  my  joy  and  crown  of  rejoic- 
ing ” ? But  though  dead,  he  will  live  among 
you  ; his  fidelity  will  rise  oft  before  you,  and  will 
affect  heart  and  life,  so  that  though  gone  he  will 
be  with  you  still.  May  God  grant  that  this  new 
ministry  among  you  shall  be  only  one  of  undying 
good.  What  a fitting  close  to  his  peaceful  life 
was  his  departure ! what  a quiet  dismission  to 
immortality ! 

“Night  dews  fall  not  so  gently  on  the  ground, 
Nor  Summer  evening  winds  expire  so  soft.” 

as  his  removal  from  earth  to  heaven.  The  same 
fidelity  characterized  his  relations  to  his  brethren 
and  to  the  church  courts.  He  was  greatly  be- 
loved by  his  ministerial  friends.  His  pleasant 
manner,  his  gentle  nature,  his  winning  ways,  his 
regard  for  the  feelings  of  others,  and  his  interest 
in  the  younger  brethren,  made  him  a favorite. 
He  was  a steady  attendant  upon  ecclesiastical 
courts ; and  when  the  necessities  of  the  case  de- 
manded, he  was  ready  to  stand  up  in  defense  of 
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sound  principles  and  of  what  he  considered  to  be 
right,  but  as  his  associate  in  two  Presbyteries,  I 
cannot  recall  an  unpleasant  word  ever  uttered  by 
him  or  any  remark  that  had  a sting  in  it.  Owing 
to  his  difficulty  in  hearing,  he  said  to  me  again 
and  again  that  he  could  not  enjoy  meetings  of 
Presbytery  as  formerly ; yet  we  all  know  how  he 
entered  with  so  much  zest  into  the  last  meeting 
of  our  Presbytery  in  this  place,  and  how  he  en- 
joyed both  it  and  the  sessions  of  Synod  a few 
weeks  afterward  at  Orange.  He  loved  to  meet 
his  brethren,  and  ever  had  a pleasant  smile  and 
a warm  pressure  of  the  hand  at  such  times.  He 
seemed,  however,  in  later  years  to  be  feeling 
more  and  more  alone.  Murray  and  Magie,  and 
others  with  whom  he  took  counsel  in  his  younger 
days,  had  gone.  The  men  around  him  had 
changed ; they  belonged  to  a later  generation, 
and  could  not  enter  into  his  views  and  feelings 
so  readily  and  so  heartily  as  those  who  com- 
menced work  on  the  same  plane  and  in  a differ- 
ent order  of  things.  For  the  fathers  in  his  day 
he  had  a great  admiration  and  for  the  work  they 
accomplished.  It  was  pleasant  to  hear  him  re- 
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count  how  they  preached,  traveled,  toiled  to  win 
souls  to  Christ,  or  to  lay  foundations  for  needed 
enterprise ; but  while  he  often  referred  to  the 
past,  and  lived  in  it,  he  kept  abreast  of  the  pres- 
ent, its  changes,  improvements,  and  its  progress, 
and  enjoyed  what  was  real  and  good  in  it.  He 
was  no  pessimist,  nor  did  you  hear  him  say  much 
in  Presbytery  about  the  former  times  being  bet- 
ter than  these.  He  ever  took  the  ground  that 
in  certain  directions  of  thought,  methods  and 
operations,  there  was  no  improvement,  but  in 
other  things  there  was  a decided  gain  in  the 
Church  and  the  State.  He  clung  strongly  to 
family  training  and  the  power  of  the  pulpit  to 
mold  the  young,  and  resisted  every  interference 
with  the  duties  growing  out  of  these,  but  he  took 
a warm  interest  in  all  the  benevolent  operations 
of  the  day,  and  .spoke  often  of  the  wonderful  ad- 
vance that  had  been  made.  He  was  not  satisfied 
with  simply  talking  about  these ; he  came  into 
close  personal  contact  with  the  schemes  of  the 
Church,  and  the  last  gift  received  for  any  of 
these  was  for  foreign  missions,  and  it  was  a very 
generous  one. 
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For  some  years  he  has  been  the  patriarch  of 
the  Presbytery,  His  name  has  headed  the  list 
of  members ; that  is  now  vacant.  That  name 
will  no  longer  appear  on  the  roll  of  our  Church. 
For  fifty-six  years  it  has  been  there,  and  for  fifty- 
five  of  them  in  connection  with  this  part  of  our 
Zion.  Those  letters  “ H.  R.”  that  stood  lately 
in  connection  with  his  name  on  our  minutes  will 
also  disappear.  They  have  a new  meaning:  he 
has  “honorably  retired,”  not  from  active  service, 
but  within  the  veil  whither  our  forerunner  has 
for  us  entered,  and  there  he  is  crowned  a con- 
queror, receiving,  I have  no  doubt,  the  loving 
welcome,  “ Well  done,  good  and  faithful  ser- 
vant,” etc.;  H.  R.,  “honorably  removed,”  not 
like  Elijah,  in  a chariot  of  fire,  but  in  the  way  in 
which  the  Lord  takes  to  himself  his  redeemed 
saints,  and  they  stand  opposite  to  his  name  in 
glory,  but  they  tell  us  that  he  is  “ highly  re- 
lated,” an  heir  of  God,  a partaker  of  the  divine 
nature,  a brother  of  the  Lord  Jesus  and  a den- 
izen of  heaven. 

No  last  words  came  from  his  lips,  no  words  of 
hope  and  cheer  and  comfort  to  survivors,  nothing 
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to  tell  what  he  thought  and  how  he  felt:  we 
need  none.  His  whole  life  was  last  words  to 
family,  church,  and  Presbytery.  This  is  enough. 
We  cherish  the  life,  not  the  words ; we  recognize 
the  presence  of  the  Master  and  the  power  of  the 
Gospel  in  that  life,  and  may  we  all  be  drawn  by 
it  into  closer  union  with  the  one,  and  into 
sweeter  contact  with  the  other. 

“ Praise  ! for  yet  one  more  name  with  power  endowed 
To  cheer  and  guide  us  as  we  onward  press, 

Yet  one  more  image,  on  the  the  heart  bestowed, 

To  dwell  there,  beautiful  in  holiness.” 


ADDRESS  OF  REV.  DR.  WHITE. 


I see  so  many  brethren  present  who  have  known 
Dr.  Ogden  longer  and  more  intimately  than 
myself  that  I almost  wonder  one  of  them  is  not 
called  to  the  duty  now  expected  from  me.  And 
I can  only  explain  the  selection  by  the  fact  that 
for  between  one  and  two  years  I occupied  this 
pulpit, — a service  which  was  a privilege  then, 
and  has  been  a happy  miemory  since. 

The  first  thought  which  impresses  me  in  refer- 
ence to  Dr.  Ogden  is  the  blessing  of  a long  life. 
The  Psalmist  prays,  “ Take  me  not  away  in  the 
midst  of  my  days ; ” and  as  we  have  listened  to 
the  testimony  which  has  been  borne  to  the  rare 
excellence  of  our  beloved  brother’s  life,  it  seems 
to  me  we  must  all  recognize  the  goodness  of 
God  in  giving  him  eighty  years  in  which  to 
attain  this ; and  how  impossible  it  would  have 
been  for  him  to  have  become  what  he  v/as  with- 
out such  length  of  days. 

And  with  this  goes  a kindred  and  still  more 


22 


delightful  thought ; since  it  was  possible  for  him, 
a weak  and  sinful  man,  in  the  midst  of  an  un- 
godly world,  beholding  through  a glass,  darkly, 
in  eighty  years  to  put  on  so  much  of  his  Master’s 
likeness,  what  will  he  be  hereafter,  when,  a just 
man  made  perfect,  in  yonder  world  of  glory  he 
shall  see  Jesus  as  he  is,  face  to  face,  not  for  a 
day,  but  through  an  eternal  life  ? 

No  wonder  the  Apostle  wrote,  “ Beloved,  now 
are  we  the  sons  of  God,  and  it  doth  not  yet 
appear  what  ye  shall  be : but  we  know  that, 
when  he  shall  appear,  we  shall  be  like  him ; for 
we  shall  see  him  as  he  is.” 

Our  brother  enjoyed  another  privilege  which 
seems  to  me  only  second  to  that  of  a long  life  : 
I mean  a long  pastorate  to  one  people.  I always 
look  upon  my  brother  ministers  who  are  thus 
favored,  almost  with  jealousy.  What  a blessing 
it  must  be  to  be  permitted  to  reap  as  well  as  to 
sow ! to  be  allowed  many  years  in  which  to 
educate  and  mold  and  impress  one’s-self  on  a 
church,  and  even  on  successive  generations ! and 
how  impossible  it  is  for  any  one  to  do  this  in  a 
few  years  as  can  be  done  in  a lifetime  ! 
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In  this  regard,  Dr.  Ogden  was  especially 
blessed.  For  fifty-six  years  he  dwelt  among 
this  people,  and  was  for  nearly  half  a century 
the  loved  and  honored  pastor  of  this  church. 
What  testimony  to  the  quality  and  usefulness  of 
his  ministry  does  this  very  permanence  afford  ! 

I heard  Dr.  Ogden  preach  once,  and  only 
once.  It  was  from  the  text,  “And  we  know  that 
all  things  work  together  for  good  to  them  that 
love  God,  to  them  who  are  called  according  to 
his  purpose.” 

I have  heard  many  discourses  more  brilliant, 
more  eloquent,  more  finished,  even  more  learned, 
and  have  forgotten  them ; but  I shall  never  for- 
get that. 

There  was  in  it  such  a judicious  and  well- 
balanced  discernment  and  statement  of  the  truth, 
such  an  unfolding  of  the  “thus  saith  the  Lord,” 
such  a calm  and  uplifting  faith,  such  ripe  and  rich 
experience,  such  sympathy  and  comfort  for  those 
in  sorrow,  such  an  unction  from  the  Holy  Ghost, 
as  made  it  feel  like  the  embrace  of  the  everlast- 
ing arms.  And  when  I heard  it,  I did  not 
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wonder  that  he  remained  the  pastor  of  one 
church  for  forty-five  years. 

And  I think  there  is  a lesson  here.  It  is 
never  a light  thing  for  a man  to  fill  a pulpit  to 
the  satisfaction  and  spiritual  profit  of  an  intelli- 
gent people  for  many  years ; and  it  is  especially 
difficult  in  these  restless,  critical,  and  change- 
loving  times.  No  man  of  mean,  or  even  ordi- 
nary, gifts  can  hope  to  do  it  long.  And  so 
men  are  seeking  for  the  new  in  theology  and  the 
sensational  in  m.anner  to  attract  the  people. 
But,  how  the  example  of  our  brother  shows  us, 
that  it  is  the  old,  old  story  preached  as  from 
dying  men  to  dying  men,  and  lived  as  Christ 
lived  it,  which  alone  can  last,  and  feed  the  flock 
of  God. 

The  brethren  who  have  preceded  me  have 
given  their  analyses  of  Dr.  Ogden’s  gifts  and 
character,  and  so  I need  to  say  but  little.  To 
me,  the  secret  of  all  is  summed  up  in  two  words, 
— symmetry  and  goodness.  Men  have  excelled 
Dr.  Ogden  in  particular  things : men  of  finer 
scholarship,  more  erudition,  greater  eloquence, 
higher  culture,  yet  who  were  not  his  equals. 


25 


Perfection  is  not  found  in  the  excessive  devel- 
opment of  one  feature,  but  in  the  harmonious 
development  of  many.  Hamilton,  Jefferson,  and 
Marshall  were  greater  in  some  things  than 
Washington,  but  they  were  not  Washingtons. 
Webster  and  Clay  and  Sumner  were  greater  in 
certain  respects  than  Lincoln,  but  they  were  not 
Lincolns.  And  so  with  our  brother.  His  supe- 
riority is  to  be  found  in  the  poise  of  his  faculties, 
the  equilibrium  of  his  character,  and  the  propor- 
tion of  his  gifts.  In  these  he  had  few  equals, 
scarcely  a superior. 

These  made  him  always  the  instructive  preach- 
er, the  good  pastor,  the  wise  counselor,  the  judi- 
cious leader.  These  made  him  always  safe, 
always  trusted,  always  loved. 

But  the  profoundest  element  in  Dr.  Ogden’s 
character  was  goodiiess. 

It  has  been  said  “knowledge  is  power;”  but, 
beyond  all  question,  the  mightiest  force  in  this 
world  is  that  of  a pure  and  holy  life.  We  are 
just  beginning  to  realize  this  in  the  person  of 
our  Lord  and  Saviour.  The  “infallible  proofs” 
of  the  gospel  of  Christ  begin  with  miracles,  are 
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built  up  into  the  structure  of  the  external  and 
internal  evidences,  confirmed  by  the  Word  of 
God,  and  crowned  by  the  power  and  fruits  of  the 
Holy  Spirit  For,  in  the  face  of,  and  in  despite 
of  the  adverse  criticism  of  two  thousand  years  it 
is  more  true  to-day  than  ever  that  “ without  con- 
troversy great  is  the  mystery  of  godliness : He 
who  was  manifested  in  the  flesh,  justified  in  the 
Spirit,  seen  of  angels,  preached  among  the  na- 
tions, believed  on  in  the  world,  received  up  in 
glory.”  But,  as  the  stone  that  was  “cut  out  of 
the  mountain  without  hands,  became  a great 
mountain,  and  filled  the  whole  earth,”  so  has  the 
infinite  beauty  and  meaning  of  the  spotless  life 
and  moral  purity  of  Christ  absorbed  the  atten- 
tion and  received  the  homage  of  mankind. 

As  the  peak  of  Teneriffe  rises  to  the  approach- 
ing mariner  out  of  the  waves  of  the  ocean,  lifting 
itself  higher  and  higher  in  its  immeasurable 
grandeur,  as  he  draws  nearer  and  nearer,  until 
every  other  object  in  the  horizon  is  overshad- 
owed: so  the  life  and  character  of  Jesus  has 
steadily  lifted,  and  is  still  lifting,  itself  into  the 
world’s  thought  and  recognition,  until  it  stands 


27 


to-day  the  one  incontrovertible,  triumphant  dem- 
onstration of  the  doctrine  of  the  cross:  For  “I, 
if  I be  lifted  up  from  the  earth,  will  draw  all  men 
unto  me.” 

Even  so  was  it  with  our  brother  here.  He 
had  the  failings  which  are  common  to  our  fallen 
nature.  He  was,  and  felt  that  he  was,  only  a 
sinner  saved  by  grace.  But  for  fifty-six  years 
he  went  in  and  out  before  you  in  the  power  of 
the  Holy  Ghost.  For  fifty- six  years  he  dwelt 
among  you  day  by  day  “blameless  and  harm- 
less, the  son  of  God  without  rebuke,”  “holding 
forth  the  Word  of  Life.”  And  when  I am  asked, 
“ Where  did  his  great  strength  lie  ? ” I look  down 
into  that  casket,  and  on  that  face  so  sweet  in  its 
classic  beauty,  and  say.  Because  he  was  like  his 
Master : he  had  power  among  men. 

And  so  he  moulded  Chatham,  moulded  it  in 
two  generations  of  its  people  as  no  other  hu- 
man force  has  fashioned  it.  On  this  point  I can 
testify.  For  more  than  a year  I went  into  every 
household  among  you  as  your  acting  pastor. 
And,  as  in  response  to  Christ’s  inquiry  of  the 
Pharisees  and  Herodians  concerning  the  tribute 
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money,  “ Whose  is  this  image  and  superscrip- 
tion”; “they  said  unto  him,  Caesar’s:”  so  I 
entered  no  family  where  his  impress  was  not 
found.  You  have  had  other  influences  at  work 
among  you, — forces  commercial,  social,  educa- 
tional, political, — even  that  mighty  one  of  the 
late  Civil  War.  And  yet  I bear  testimony  that 
not  one  nor  all  of  these  have  left  so  deep  or  per- 
manent a stamp  on  you  as  the  life  and  character 
of  Dr.  Ogden. 

Nor  has  this  influence  ceased.  “ For  he  being 
dead  yet  speaketh,”  and  will  speak  while  mem- 
ory lasts  here  and  while  character  remains  above. 

And  still  another  result  comes  from  this  life. 
As  the  moral  purity  of  Christ  is  the  immovable 
fortress  of.  proof,  against  which  in  vain  “the 
heathen  rage,  and  the  people  imagine  a vain 
thing,”  so  is  it  given  to  every  Christ-like  life  to 
be  in  its  place,  and  measure  the  evidence  of  the 
power  by  which  it  came  to  be. 

You  have  skeptics  and  doubters  even  in  Chat- 
ham ; doubters  and  scoffers  are  everywhere.  But 
you  are  my  witnesses  how,  when  the  tidings  of 
our  loved  brother’s  sudden  death  flashed  from 


29 


lip  to  lip,  the  involuntary  thought  rose  in  every 
mind,  the  confession  from  every  tongue,  “ Mark 
the  perfect  man  and  behold  the  upright,  for  the 
end  of  that  man  is  peace.”  “ Let  me  die  the 
death  of  the  righteous,  and  let  my  last  end  be 
like  his.” 

As  one  genuine  gold  eagle  establishes  the 
value  of  the  coinage  of  the  realm  in  spite  of 
one  thousand  counterfeits,  so  each  and  every 
true  Christian  life,  even  if  it  be  lived  among  one 
thousand  shams,  asserts  itself  divine. 

And  if  his  life  was  beautiful,  no  less  so  was  his 
death.  Dreading  through  all  his  eighty  years, 
not  the  being  dead,  but  the  coming  of  the  “ King 
of  Terrors”  and  the  passage  through  the  dark 
river,  “he  was  heard  in  that  he  feared.”  How 
lovingly  God  spared  him,  how  gently  he  released 
him ! He  did  not  even  know  that  the  Messen- 
ger had  come, — one  moment  here,  the  next  with 
Jesus. 

There  is  a tradition  among  the  Jews  that 
Aaron  had  the  same  fear  of  death  that  our 
brother  had;  and  when  his  hour  of  departure 
came,  God  sent  down  the  angel  Gabriel;  and 
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just  as  the  shadow  of  death  fell  on  the  High 
Priest,  Gabriel  stooped  and  kissed  him,  and  the 
soul  went  up  to  heaven,  leaving  the  clay  radiant 
with  the  peace  and  glory  of  God. 

And  so,  as  I look  down  on  the  face  of  our 
brother,  so  calm  and  peaceful  in  death,  it  seems 
to  me  that  Jesus  kissed  him  as  he  took  him. 

There  remains  only  a word.  To  you,  my 
dear  sister,  to  whom  was  given  the  sacred  joy  to 
be  his  wife,  and  who  walked  with  him  in  this 
blest  companionship  so  many  years,  and  who 
have  reached  the  age  when  we  see  clearly — to 
you  there  is  an  apprehension  of  these  things. 
Like  Mary  the  Mother  of  Jesus,  you  will  keep 
“ all  these  things  as  your  peculiar  treasure,  and 
“ponder  them  in  your  heart,”  till  you  and  he 
shall  meet  again. 

And  you,  ye  children, — the  daughter  and  the 
sons, — to  you  it  doubtless  seems  that  you  also 
comprehend  the  character  of  your  father  and 
measure  the  magnitude  of  your  loss.  But  it 
cannot  be.  I have  stood  where  you  now  stand, 
and  I know  that  not  for  long  years  to  come  will 
they  be  fully  realized. 
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Not  till  the  iron  and  the  gold  shall  be  changed 
to  silver  on  your  heads ; not  till,  through  long 
years  of  conflict  and  endurance,  you  shall  learn 
what  it  is  to  overcome  the  world ; not  till  in  many 
an  hour  of  weakness  and  heart-yearning  you 
shall  cry  out,  “My  father!  oh,  my  father!  the 
chariot  of  Israel  and  the  horsemen  thereof;” 
not  till  your  children  shall  arise  and  call  you 
blessed; — not  till  then  will  you  know  what  he 
was  and  what  he  was  to  you. 

Let  it  be  yours  so  to  live  as  to  leave  behind 
you  such  a legacy  and  such  a memory  as  he  has 
left. 

Were  it  given  to  me  to  write  his  epitaph,  it 
should  be  in  these  words : He  glorified  God. 


IN  MEMORIAM. 


BT  MBS.  8.  H.  WARD. 


L 

Life's  work  is  done, 

Heaved s crown  is  won, 

The  work  and  warfare  der  ; 

Thy  feet,  our  sainted  Pastor,  stand 

'Mid  glories  of  “ that  better  landl' 

A nd  triftd  the  heavenly  shore. 

Eik. 

II. 

Thy  life  was  long. 

And  like  a song 
Of  heavenly  melody  ; 

So  beautiful  in  faith  and  love, 
Reflectmg  radiance  from  above 
A nd  gentle  charity. 
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III, 

In  memory's  halls, 

On  pictured  walls, 

As  by  an  artist's  hand. 

Thy  labors  for  the  Master  shine  ; 

A nd  in  fair  colors  most  divine 
Imperishable  stand. 

IV. 

For,  young  and  old. 

Thy  memory  hold 
Enshrined  in  every  heart ; 

Quiet  thy  life 
A nd  free  from  strife. 

Noble  in  every  part. 

V. 

In  every  stage. 

From  youth  to  age. 

Faithful  in  word  and  deed ; 

“ Soldier  of  Christ,  well  done  " thou  hast 
Obtained  the  victory  at  last 
And  gained  the  victors  meed. 


VL 

One  golden  morn, 

While  scarce  the  dawn 
Had  left  the  eastern  shy, 

Softly  unclosed  heaven' s pearly  gate, 
Where  bands  of  glorious  angels  wait, 

A nd  bore  thy  soul  on  high. 

VII. 

On  thy  grand  brow. 

Like  sculpture  now 
In  DeatHs  sublime  repose  ; 

The  seal  of  heavenly  peace  was  set ; 

A nd  lingered,  like  the  glory,  yet. 

Which  gilds  the  sunset's  close. 

VIII. 

Peaceful  thy  rest, 

Supremely  blest, 

''^Forever  with  the  Lord ; " 

The  ^‘Church  triumphant,"  now  above, 
Greet  thee,  in  realms  of  heave^ily  love, — 
T he  Paradise  of  God. 
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